And now it is God who punishes his people on account of
Emile Lang and others who have turned their backs. Jews
of Paris, I don't mind, they deserved it, but Jews of Poland,
they are poor simple lambs hanging from trees, tortured, my
sisters viokted by soldiers, and I weep blood. You are
right, I give two thousand francs to the concierge, and I buy
shoes, dress, hat. I mean to be there on the day of vengeance
when God will come back for us. But when I have given
the money to the concierge, I want you to come to the Rue
de Prony and talk to him for me/

6 If you think it would do any good, I'll go and talk to
him,' said Michaud.

* No, not you, Pierre, I wish Monsieur Lolivier he come.*
Feeling rather mortified, Michaud plunged into his work,
and ignored the rest of the conversation. He observed with
bitterness that his sympathy and kindness were less valued
by Lina than Lolivier's harsh words, and gave her less
comfort. At the same time, he was astonished to find
himself such a poor psychologist. He would never have
supposed that his partner, speaking as he had done, could
have produced such an effect. Obviously, he thought, I
haven't begun to understand that little woman. She just
thought me a fool. However, Lina's attempt to induce
Lolivier to go and talk to the concierge in the Rue de
Prony met with a flat refusal. When she pressed him, he
looked at his watch and said curtly that he had no more
time to lose. She gave him her hand and thanked him.
Michaud, still feeling sore, contented himself with a
nonchalent handshake, and set to work again. Lina did not
seem to pay any attention to this altered attitude. It was
Lolivier who conducted her to the door, When he came
back, his partner, crimson in the face, was thundering at
the secretary who had just brought him three sheets
of typescript. Solange, stiff and straight beside him,